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Such a grin should have won, the victory of youth was in it But 
Frankie's youth is not the grinning kind, it is inexorable. I do not 
recall that Frankie smiled once during the engagement. The 
gambler can afford to grin at his game. That is one of his flash 
signals. But the thinker has no time for shows that break his con- 
centration. It is a severe problem, that of balancing the number of 
those jarring side-swings you can stop while sizing up your man, 
against the number of rattling jabs and short uppercuts you will pile 
up when you are ready to attack his combination. Of course, when a 
man cares nothing what is done to his face like Dick Loadman, the 
latter part comes easy as soon as he is arm-weary. Yes, Frankie's 
ledger showed a neat balance on the credit side. 

Robert Alien Sanborn. 
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Hill-Side Tree 



Like a drowsy, rain-browned saint 

You squat, and sometimes your voice, 

In which the wind takes no part, 

Is like mists of music wedding each-other . . . 

A drunken, odor-laced peddlar, is the morning-wind. 

He brings you golden-scarfed cities 

Whose voices are swirls of bells, burdened with summer; 

And maidens whose hearts are galloping princes. 

And you raise your branches to the sky 

With a whisper that holds the smile you cannot shape. 

Maxwell Bodenheim. 



